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Silent 
w e w a l k a l o n g F o r t L a n g l e y br idge, 
d i g g i n g i n t o o u r secrets l ike pockets. 
M y fingers, l ike d iscover ing loose change, 
caress secret griefs. 
W o r d s I w a n t to share w i t h y o u , evaporate. 
L e a n i n g against the chest h i g h r a i l , 
w e stare i n t o the byss. 
L i k e a g iant i n winter , l y i n g o n his back , 
red l ips m o u t h i n g w o r d s of mist , 
fog rises f r o m the river banks be low, 
indis t inguishable f r o m water , 
s w i r l i n g s w i r l i n g s w i r l i n g 
T h e n i g h t clothes us i n grey overcoats. 
M y first inst inct is to keep w a r m . 
B u t ours is a re lat ionship of contradict ions, 
where, sometimes, 
between us, 
silence is a h a w k ready to strike. 
O l d footsteps m i n g l e w i t h ours. 
W e w a l k farther a l o n g the br idge. 
R e a c h the end. T u r n back . W a l k 
u n t i l we stop a g a i n , m i d w a y . 
I look d o w n — 
see o u r t i m e together 
t r ick le f r o m m o n t h s 
i n t o weeks & days; 
see reflections of us i n a m i r r o r not there. 
R i v e r of fog swirls 
silent silent silent 
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